


















Story by Sallie Luther; drawings by Alton Langford 

Ty anger Rick Raccoon and Scarlett Fox 
trotted down the sunny street. Ahead of 

i them dashed Boomer Badger. 

“Is this it? Is this it?” chanted the badger as 

he passed each house. He was looking for the 

home of Alton Langford, the artist who draws 

the pictures of Rick's adventures. 

The friends were very eager to see Alton 
again. But Boomer was nearly out of control! 
He had been all smirky faced with some special 
secret for the last few weeks. And it had to do 
with this trip to Texas. 

Suddenly the badger let out a squeal. He 
whizzed to the window of the nearest house 
and pressed his face against the glass. "This is 
W he hollered. "Oops," he muttered, seeing 
‘the blot his big, wet nose had left on the 
window. He was trying to wipe it away when 
‘the front door flew open. There stood a tall 
‘fan, a pretty woman, two waggy-tailed dogs, 
anda tabby-striped cat. 

"Rick! Scarlett! Hello! And Boomer, you old 
scal, c'mon in!” said Alton with a big, Texas 
grin. "You remember my wife, Susan? And the 


“On her way elsewhere,” said Rick with a 
Chuckle. Boodle had checked out the guests 
with a sniff and a twitch of her tail. Now she 
wes off to attend to important cat business. 

_ “Tye got to go too,” apologized Susan. “But 
‘Tilbe back soon. Make yourselves at home. Get 
Alton to tell you about old Godzilla.” She was 
gone with a smile and a wave, and the friends 


Rick, Scarlett, and Boomer travel to Texas to visit a special friend. 


dogs, Bosco and Bushy-Lou? And the cat is..." 





followed Alton into the house. It was decorated 


with brightly colored furniture, beautiful quilts, 


and hundreds of toy animals made long ago. 

“Wow!” breathed Boomer, wishfully. “Look 
at all this great stuff!” 

“Aren't they neat?” agreed Alton. “Collect- 
ing toys is one of my favorite hobbies. I've 
brought them back from all over the world. 
Here, look at this toy elephant from India... 
and this hippo from Africa...” 

Scarlett was eager to see Alton's newest 
paintings. She wandered off to look at them 
while he showed her friends the toys. She really 
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liked the lifelike animals and beautiful nature 
scenes he painted. “Wish | could draw,” she 
said with a sigh. 

Meanwhile, Rick, Boomer, and Alton had 
made their way into the artist's studio. 

“So, this is where you do it, huh? This is 
where you draw our adventures,” said Boomer 
excitedly. He hopped up on a file cabinet and 
looked around. Pens, pencils, paper, paints, 
and pictures of animals were everywhere. 
“What do you do? Just whip ‘em out in a day?” 

“No, not exactly,” answered Alton, laughing. 
“It's a lot of work. First | read the stories that 
Rick or the magazine writers send me, Then | 
think about what / would want to see if | were a 
kid. Next | make pencil drawings of what | think 
would be good to show, and | send them to the 
writers to look at. If we all agree on how the 
drawings should look, | can go ahead and paint 
them. If not, | have to fix them. Getting those 

























drawings just right can take weeks. And, even 
then,” he added, “sometimes I'm still not 
done. Once, for example, I'd just finished a 
painting of a panda. Well, | went off to bed and 
forgot to cover it up. The next day, | found that 
ants had gotten in and eaten all the black paint 
off that panda's face! | had to start all over!” 

“But how do you know how to draw all the 
animals in our adventures?” Boomer asked, 
“Like that panda, for instance.” 

Alton explained that he has spent many 
years studying and watching animals. He also 
uses pictures from books to help him. He takes 
photos of all kinds of animals, which he can 
pull out and study. And he visits zoos and 
museums wherever he goes. 

“Did you always want to be an artist?” asked 
Scarlett, who had just rejoined them. 

“Yes, | did. I've always loved to draw. There 
was a time when | thought that 1 wanted to be a 
scientist. But | kept on studying art in high 
school. Then I won an art scholarship, and so 
... art it was." 

“Did you draw mostly animals then too?” 
asked Rick. 

“Yep,” answered Alton. “In fact, for a while, 
I drew mostly hares. You see, | was raising an 
orphan hare, getting her ready to release back 
into the wild, and | started drawing her. Well, I 
sold that drawing, and the next one | did, and 
the next one too. | drew and sold so many 
pictures of old Thumper that | thought some- 
one might put on my tombstone someday: 
‘Here lies Alton Langford. He drew hares." 

“Of course,” Alton went on, “I've always 
loved to draw animals from other parts of the 
world too: Canada, Mexico, Africa—l love 
Africa! | visit there whenever | can.” 

“That's one scary place,” shivered Boomer, 
“All those lions and humongous snakes!” 

“Oh, get real, you big sissy,” teased the artist. 
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“Don't tell me you re scared, not after some of 
the wild adventures you've had! 

“I must admit I've had a few close calls, 
though,” Alton continued. "And some of them 
happened right here at home!” The artist told 
how once he'd been sketching an elephant at a 
local zoo. He'd been feeding her peanuts to 
keep her attention. Then he stopped feeding 
her to draw for a while. But the elephant was 
still hungry. She gave him a “gentle tap” 
with her trunk to get Ais attention—a tap that 
bruised his whole arm! 

“What about that Godzilla character your 
wife mentioned? Did you meet it at the zoo?” 
asked Rick. 

“Oh, no, not at all!” answered Alton. “He 
was much closer to home. You see, | grew up 
here in Texas, Rick. And I've always had all 
kinds of pets.” He explained how he had often 
helped a local nature center care for injured 
animals. He had worked with owls and hares 
and even raised baby bats in his attic. Then 


one day his uncle arrived with a baby alligator. 
“Tt was back in those awful days when you 
could buy a baby alligator as a ‘souvenir,’ " he 
explained. “Back then | didn't know how 
wrong it was to keep wild animals as pets. So 

I raised little Godzilla, as I named him, in a pool 
in the backyard. | had him for six years and he 
grew to be six feet long! 

“| had a leash and harness for him, and we'd 
go for walks after midnight. Then one evening 
we met the next-door neighbor's poodle. That 
gator dragged me along behind him chasing 
that poor dog. The poodle barely got away! 
The next day | drove old Godzilla down to the 
zoo in my car. Luckily, they took him. That 
taught me a lesson I'll never forget—wild 
animals belong in the wild!" 

The four friends chatted merrily for a while. 


Then the talk turned more serious. Alton told 


them how worried he was about animals that 
are in danger of becoming extinct. He said he 
wants to do everything he can to help keep 
them safe, 

“You know how it is, guys. Once an animal 
is gone, it's gone forever," he said sadly. “So, 
whenever you can, Rick, tell your Rangers 
about those animals, And I'll draw the best pic- 
tures of them I can. Maybe it'll help, right?” 

“Right!” “Right on!” “You bet!" cheered the 
three, There was a moment of friendly silence, 
and then Alton spoke up again. 

“By the way, Rick and Scarlett, this is the 
holiday season, you know. And Boomer here 
sent me a note last month about what | could 
give you two as a gift. Hold on while I go get 
the surprise!” 

“My idea, my idea,” crowed Boomer. 

Alton retumed in a moment with something 
held behind his back. Then he held out a greet- 
ing card he had drawn: “For my special 
friends," he said. “Have a very Happy Holiday!” 

“And,” Alton added, “that for all your 





